
The Tragcdie 

Onely referued their factor to buy foules, 

And fend them thither, bur at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous,and vnp (tied end, 

Earth gapes, heli burncs, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To hauehim fuddenly conueyedaway. 

Cancell his bond ofhfedcareGod I pray, 

That I may line to fay, the dog is dead. 

O •’holt didfl prophccie the time would come 
Thflt /Ihould wifii for thee to helpe mecurlle 
Thatbotteld fpidcr,thatfoule hunch-backttoade. 

Sl^Mur. I cald thee then,vaine flourifii of my fortune 
I cald thee then poorc fiiadow, painted Queene, 

The prelentation of, but what / was, 

The flittering index of a direfull pageant, 

One heau'd a high, to be hurld downe below, 

A mother oncly,mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreameof which thou werr,a breath, a bubble, 

A flgne of dignitie,a garifli flagge, 

To be the aitne of cuery dangerous fhot, 

A Queen e in ieafl,oncIy to fill the fccane: 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 

^here be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy ? 
who fues to thce,and cries God fjue the Qyeenc ? 

^herc be the bending peercs that flattered thee ? 
when bethethrongingtroupesthat followed thee? 
Dcc!ineallthis,andfcewhatnowthouart, 

For happy wife, a moftdiflrclled widow : 

For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name : 

For Queen?,a very Catiue crownd with care : 

For one beingfued too, one that humbly fues : 

For one commaunding ali, obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcornd ofme. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuflice wheel’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didfl vfurpe my place, and doefl thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 


of Richard thethrid. 

t hy proud neckc,bearcs halfemy burdened yoke, 

?«n» which ,cuen here, I flip my weary necke, 
a \ icaue the burthen of it al ! on thee : 

_ wC |l yorkes wifc,andiQueenc of (ad mifchancc, 
ThefeEnglifli woes, will, make mefmilein France. 

<a* O thou well skild in curfcs,flay a while, 

Andteach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

0 Mar. Forbeare to (kep the night, and fad the day, 
CoWare dead happinefle with liumgwoc, 

T j )in | cC that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bmrmg thy Iolfe makes the badcaufer worfe, 

Rcuolu i n g t his ; wil 1 tcac h thee how to curfe. 

0 U M ’ y words are dull, O quicken them with thme. 
qm*. Thy woes wil make them fharp ; & pierce like mine 
Dut. Why ibouid calamitie be full of words ? Exit. Mar. 
Qa. wmdieatturniesto your client woes, 

Aicrie fuccecdcrs of inteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 

Let them hauc fcope, though what they do impart 
Helpe not at all, yet do they Cafe the heart. 

0»t.lflo,thcn be mat toong nde,goe with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned forme, which thy two formes fmothred : 

I heare his drum, be copious in exclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drummes 
And Trumpet*. 

Who intercepts my expedition? 

Dm Aflbe.rhat *nighth*ue intercepted thce r * 

By iVangimgthcc in her accurfed wornbe, 

From all the flaughtc s wictcbjthat thou haft done. 

Hid’li thou chat forehead with a golden crownc,. 
Where (hould be grauen^ir that right were right> 

Thc.il mghter of the Prince that owdc that crewne. 

And the dire death of my tvvoionnes^nd brothers : 

Tclltne thou vdlaine iLucjwheie are my children? 






